The Tragedy 

* Tut, Good faith, good faith: the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obieit the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young , 

So long a growing and fo leafurely, 

That if this were a rule he fliouid be gracious. 

Car. WhyMaddam, fo no doubt heis. 

Tut • I hope fo too but yet let Mothers doubt, 

Tor. Now .bymy troth if I hadbeene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles grace a flout, ( mine. 1 
That fhould haue neerer toueht his growth then he did 
Tut .How my pietty Torke : I pray thee let me heare it. 
Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vnclegrew fo faff, 
l ii That he could gnaw a cruft, at two houresoid 

Twasfulltwo yearesere Icouldget a tooth- 
Gramm, this would haue beene a pritty ieft. 

Tut. I pray thee pritty Torke , who told thee fo 
T or. Granam , his Nurfe. 

Tut. Why fhe was dead ere thou wert borne- 
T or. If twere not fhe,I cannot tell who told me- 
JS. 5 ‘ A perilous-boy, . go too thou art too fhrewd, 

Car t Good Maddam be not angry with the child- 
Slu. Pitchers hath eares. Enter Torfet , 

Car. Heere comes yourionne. Lord Marques^ar/^r, 
What rlewes Lord Marques ? 

TV.Such newes my Lord,as griues me to vnfold- 
^5 -How fares the Prince ? 

Dor .Well Maddam, and in health ■: 

XW. What is the newes then ? 

Tor. Lord Ritters , and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfret, ) 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Tut. Who hath committed them ? 

Tor. The Mighty Dukes Glocefler and Buclyngham. 
Car. For what offence? 

Tor, The fumme of all lean, I haue difclofed : 

Why or for what thefe Nobles were committed, 

Js all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

& 3 ' Ay me, I fee fhe downefall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath feazd the gentle Hinde : 
fnlijking tyrany begins to iet. 

■T . 
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of R ichatd the Third. 

Vnohche innocent and lawlcfie throane: - 
Welcome deftruftion.death^nd maflacrc, 

J lee as in a Map the end of all. . 

Vat. Accurfed and vnqu iet wrangling dayes. 

How many of yon haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband lolf his life to get the Crowne, 

And often vpand downe my tonnes wore toll. 

For me to ioy and weepe were gaine and lofle. 

And being feated and domeflicke broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours 
Make war vpon themfelues,blood againlt blood, 

Selfe againft felfe s O prepo-ftrous ■ . 

And franticVe outrage, end thedamned Ipleenej 
Or let me die to looke on death no more. 
gu, Come.come,my boy,we will to Sanctuary- 
Tut. lie goe along with you. 
tf)».You haue no caufe. 

My gracious Lady, goe- 
And thither beare yourtreafure and your goods- 
For my part, ilerefigne vnto your grace. 

The feale I keepe,and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you, and all yours » 

Come, ile conduit you-to the San&uary* Exeunt* 

The Trumpets [omi.Enter young Prince y Tuke of 
glocefler % and Buckingham ,C ardina ll ,& c. 

Buc. Welcome fweet Prince to London,to your chamber- 
Glo. Welcome fweet Gofen.my thoughts ioueraigne : 

The weary way hath made you melancholy- 
Prin. No Vncle, but ourcroffesonthe way, 

Hath made it teadious, wearyfome and heauy, 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

Glo • Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeares, 

Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

No more can you difiinguifn of a man. 

Then of his outward fhew,which God he knowes, 

Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart : 

Thofe vncles which.you want were dangerous, 

Y our Grace attended to their fugred words, 

.But lookt not on the poyfon of their hearts s 

1 God -Si rk-- 
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